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Chapter 1/1 


Author's Notes: 

Set in May 1990. tiny amount of timeline fudging. Minor cross-dressing, as inspired by this picture; other 
inspirations were the songs You Took the Words Right Out of My Mouth by Meat Loaf and Night Drive by 
Jimmy Eat World. Also, for those unaware, Minnesota in 1990 is when Billie met Adrienne, his wife. 


Night air washed away the stink of sweat and stale beer, its coolness welcome after the stifling atmosphere of 
the crowded club. Mike inhaled, slow and deep. The sweet, pure scent flooded his nostrils and he breathed a 
silent sigh of appreciation. 


"Thanks, dude." 
He glanced at the speaker, stretched out beside him in a comfortable sprawl. For such a shrimp, his bare legs 
sure looked long, skin shimmering pale against the grass—though not as white as the lacy hem that had ridden 


up to expose the bottom edge of his boxer shorts. 


His gaze travelled up the silky fabric, noting the way the shirred bodice clung to developing muscles and how 


the thin straps contrasted more strongly with the flesh of his prominent collarbone, testament to the time 
Billie Joe'd spent bare-chested in the California sun. Overly long black hair lent darkness to his shoulders, the 


sweat-dampened curls tangled hopelessly around a face currently aimed at the stars. 
Something stirred inside Mike and he shifted uneasily, opting for a smirk. "Nice dress." 


An equally sarcastic grin answered him. "Fuck off, Dirnt” Billie turned his head towards him and tossed a 
handful of grass. Mike rolled his eyes at the shitty aim and brushed it off, making ‘tsk-ing' sounds. "The chick 


who threw it onstage never came back for it" 


"She probably didn't want to see your skinny body, dude. | mean you were standing there in just your shorts 
by then" Covered in sweat and gleaming in the harsh lights. He shook his head to free himself of the images. 


"Look who's talking, you fucking stick figure. It was hot in there." Billie ran his hands down the white fabric 
covering his torso and leered comically. "Besides, don't you think l'm pretty?" 


"Maybe your mom was right, spelling Billie like a girl's name," Mike shot back, avoiding the question 


‘Oh my God! l'm a girll" he gasped, eyes opening wide in feigned shock. "Oh, wait a minute. | have a penis." He 
stuck one hand up his skirt, giving himself an exaggerated squeeze. "Yup, still there." 


"Asshole." 


"Heh. You know it." 


Smiling, they lay close together in comfortable silence for a while, each lost in his own thoughts. Eventually 
Billie tipped his head again, wide green eyes regarding Mike seriously. "I meant it, you know. Thanks for getting 
me out of there." 


"Don't mention it” He knew the signs of his friend's impending panic attacks almost as well as he knew his own 
by this time. Once their set had been over, the crush of people had swept in, swallowing the three of them. 
Tré, of course, had simply begun to dance with whatever bodies were closest. He was pretty unflappable, they 
were discovering. But Mike had taken one look at Billie's suddenly shallow breathing and known they needed to 


leave, now. 


Billie nodded, and Mike found himself wishing that they'd had time to grab something. Like beer, or weed. Fuck, 
even a Coke would be okay. Anything to distract him from the warm presence of the other boy. 


"Tomorrow's your birthday, dude." 


"It is tomorrow," Mike refuted automatically, knowing that they'd played well past midnight. He guessed it was 


three or four in the morning by now. 


"Day after tomorrow, then" He rolled his eyes and Mike grinned. Billie never considered a day to be over until 
he'd gone to sleep, reasoning that his day wasn't done until then. Mike generally went by midnight, since it was 
always at the same time and who the hell knew what their sleep schedule was going to be like? This time, 
however, Billie seemed to be paying attention to the date. Mike felt lightheaded knowing he was the reason why. 
"Eighteen, can't believe it." 

"| know. Fuckin’ adults." 

Mike looked over and they chorused, "Yeah, right!" 

Once the laughter stopped, Billie inquired with a smile, "Anything special you were hoping for?" 


‘| wa-" That much was out before Mike slapped an internal filter in place. "Um, not really.” 


"Oh come on, Mikey. What? You can tell me. You know that, right?" His expression had suddenly become intent, 
and Mike hastened to reassure his best friend. 


"Is nothing, really. Stupid shit." 
‘It's not stupid if you really want it. Tell me." 


"Uh," he stuttered. "I kinda..well | wanted..to, uh.." he trailed off, then burst out in a rush, 


“havesexwhileitwasstillillegal." 


Billie Joe's forehead furrowed as he tried to make sense of that, and Mike knew the second he figured it out 
because his jaw dropped. "What about, what was her name, the one with the orange pigtails? | thought you 
guys..dude, you're still a virgin?" 


"Shut up," Mike hissed, face flaming. This was why he hadn't wanted to say anything, but Billie had a way of 
worming everything out of him. Making him feel safe enough to say whatever came to mind, no matter how 
fucked up. 

"Jesus, | had no idea" He snorted. "Way to state the obvious there, Bill” 

"Pretty much, yeah." 

"And you didn't see anyone interesting tonight? Or... Billie halted, flushing. They both knew that even if Mike 
had had his eye on someone, he'd lost any chance of pursuing it when he'd pulled his best friend out to some 


park to avoid a meltdown. Not that he had seen anyone, anyway. 


His prospects weren't about to improve, either, because as soon as they got some sleep they'd be piling into 


the vehicle to head for the next gig. Most of his actual birthday would be spent cooped up in a small space 


with Billie Joe and Tré. It wasn't really a good recipe for romance. Or for a quick fuck, although that wasn't 
what Mike wanted for the first time; that he could have gotten long before now. He wasn't looking for the be- 


all, end-all of experiences but he did want it to mean something. 


Silence stretched between them again. He noticed the other boy chewing on his bottom lip, clearly thinking 


through something, and his own attention wandered to the stars overhead. 


"What about," Billie's voice cracked and he cleared his throat, meeting Mike's eyes. Mike couldn't read his 
expression that well-a hint of nervousness, excitement maybe, something else? His confusion didn't lessen when 
the sentence was completed. "What about me?" 


"Huh? What about you, dude? You were like sixteen when you lost your virginity.’ 
A slight eye roll acknowledged that statement. "I mean for your first time. What about me?" 


Mike's stomach bottomed out as he grasped the true nature of the question, merrily digging its way to China 
without the rest of him. "You-and-are you fucking kidding me? Christ, did you drop acid with Tré earlier?" 


Billie's features tightened and Mike regretted the outburst, but what the fuck do you say when your best 
friend offers himself to you? Especially when the idea takes instant possession of you, and you can't deny its 
appeal? 


"No, | didn't drop any fucking acid. | smoked a little weed but not much; you know | can't play worth shit when 
I'm real fucked up." He looked down, fingers tugging at grass blades, and his harsh tone gentled. "It should 
happen with someone who cares about you. | always kind of wished it had for me." He shot Mike a quick, sharp 
look that said not to tease about his romanticism, not now. 


Mike had no intention of teasing; he was too busy floundering madly. His lips kept forming "b" in an attempt to 
say, "but," and other stuff, but nothing was coming out. Except for Billie of course, his lame brain added, but 
that wasn't new. What was new was that maybe he wasn't the only one. 


Billie interrupted before he could follow that thought any further. "Question everything. That's your motto." 
"Yeah, it is" 

"So, question why you have to lose your virginity with a woman" 

He opened his mouth, the silent "b" looking for "because" this time, and then closed it with a snap. There wasn't 
a reason why. He could say because he was straight, but he'd kissed Billie before, and Tré for that matter. One 
of the hottest things he'd ever seen was the night they'd played at some party completely trashed and Tré 


and Billie had played tonsil hockey onstage on someone's dare. Yes, he liked women. But you didn't grow up how 
and where and most importantly, with whom Mike had, and not be open-minded. You just didn’t 


The question changed. 
"Bill, what's going on here? What does this mean to you?" 


Veiled green eyes met his and then the mask dissolved, leaving naked vulnerability on Billie Joe's face. "Do you 


love me?" 


Oh, shit. So not what he'd been expecting, and he needed to tread carefully here. That look was tearing at his 


insides. "You're my best friend, Bill. You know that, and you know | love you." 


The words were familiar enough-he'd said them before-but never in this kind of context, and the moment felt 


impossibly fragile. Just like the slight figure seated next to him in a gossamer white dress. 
Who smiled a little and elaborated, "Do you love me like a brother?" 


Mike took stock of his emotions, thinking of the countless times he'd admired Billie's body, including tonight, or 
how he'd watch those fingers dance across the guitar strings and wonder how they would feel on skin How it 
had felt the few times they'd kissed, especially the one time there'd been tongue and his knees had weakened. 


No, he couldn't say his feelings were at all brotherly. "Uh, not exactly." 


"Do you-could you-want me?" He sounded shy, shyer than Mike had ever known him to be, even around girls 
when they were younger, and abruptly he realized that if this was hard for him, it had to be pure torture for 
Billie. He was wide open right now and that was a scary fucking thing. 


The pretty words were always Billie's. Mike's songs, when they had lyrics, were rougher, more like being hit 
with a blunt object than coaxed into appreciation or understanding. He wasn't good at subtlety and he sucked 
even more at coming up with the right thing to say. But right now, right this minute, he needed some way to 
show Billie Joe that this was okay, even if he still wasn't entirely sure about-you know, about the sex part. 


And he simply didn't know how to do it with words. 


Quickly, before he could second-guess himself any worse, he reached out and cupped Billie's cheek. Even as 
Billie Joe turned into that touch, Mike stayed in motion and followed his hand, pressing his lips to the singer's. 


Billie's mouth opened under his, and that eager response, that instant acquiescence, was his undoing. He groaned 
and hauled the smaller boy closer until he was practically in Mike's lap. No, he thought fuzzily as the taste 
consumed him. Not a boy, not anymore. He's already eighteen; already a man 


A man whose light moans were driving him insane. God, he knew Billie wasn't the quiet type. You get three 
hormonal teenagers living on top of each other in a small space, and you learn to maintain the fiction that you 
don't see or hear each other jerking off. But you fucking well notice for all of that, and Mike had listened to 
the sounds Billie went to such lengths to try to muffle many, many times. Often with his hands stealing into 


his own pants for relief as a result. 


But he wasn't making any effort to hide his arousal now, and the guttural noises and gasping sighs shot 


straight to Mike's cock. 


"Fuck, Bill. You taste like cigarettes and lipstick," he breathed raggedly, inhaling the smoke-tinged crayon scent 
of his kiss. He hadn't even noticed the lipstick until he'd smeared it across both their mouths. 


Billie huffed a small laugh. "Girly, huh?" A ghosted edge flavoured the words and Mike shook his head. 


"Tré spends half his life in his own or someone else's skirt. | knew that before we took him on, and | don't care. 
You and | have both tried shit like that before too. None of that makes any difference, Billie Joe." He paused a 
moment, rubbing a hand across those thin, bare shoulders, avoiding the tiny straps in favour of warm skin. 
"You do look beautiful, but that's just you, man. That's there no matter what you wear." 


True, all of it, as was what Mike didn't say: that it was the dress combined with his sudden acute awareness 
that Billie was male, that had him spinning wildly and grasping for sanity in a night gone mad. Except this 
madness was intoxicating, and he didn't think he wanted anything to banish the spell created in the darkness. 


He bent to capture those full lips again, slipping one hand down to cup Billie's erection. "I know damn well you're 


a guy.” 


A feverish moan was his only answer, and then calloused hands tugged Mike's shirt off, working next at the 
button of his fly. Mike helped until he knelt nude between Billie Joe's bare legs, his thighs pressed warmly 
against Mike's waist. Billie's boxers had been discarded along with Mike's clothes, and the lace skimming along 


his abdomen shone even whiter than the skin it partially covered, dark ink showing in places. 


The sight was enough to break his fucking mind. But they were going so fast, skidding into new territory 


without a backwards glance, and he needed to make sure. 
‘Billie? Are you-" 


Stormy eyes pinned him and held him silent. "Don't you even fucking ask me that," he spat. Mike didn't know 
how long he stayed frozen in that glare, but it softened when Billie Joe spoke again, in a quiet tone that sent 
revelations dancing across Mike's skin. "Don't ask, Mikey." 


Because to ask, was to imply rejection of what had been freely offered, and to negate the sweetness of what 
had already been done. There was no place for second thoughts here, only for the two of them and what they 


were making together. 


He began to push forward and stopped again, it felt off somehow, kind of dry. Oh, fuck. Male bodies didn't self- 
lubricate like women's did, and they hadn't brought so much as a bottle of water with them, let alone anything 
like that. Except..except. 


Mike reached for the erection that bobbed gently in front of him-the one that belonged to someone else. As 
he wrapped long fingers around it, Billie arched off the ground, biting his bottom lip as a low, elongated moan 
escaped. 


The image imprinted itself onto Mike's consciousness. Messy black curls tangled in the grass, crowning a face 
made extraordinarily beautiful by desire. The thin chest heaving with the need for air, flat nipples peeking 
around the silken fabric. Arms flung over his head, fists clenched as his hips bucked up to meet Mike's hand 
while he stroked, tugged, squeezed like his life depended on it. To be rewarded with a keening cry and a white 
fountain, liquid spilling into his hands and splashing over. 


Quickly, refusing to dwell on its origins, Mike rubbed the stickiness onto his own skin. This is if, he thought, 
somewhat giddily. Never in a million years would he have predicted this moment and yet it felt wholly 
inevitable; natural in ways he didn't have time to examine. He hiked Billie farther up onto his thighs, readying 
himself for the moment of truth. 


Mike didn't ask, not now, not this time. He looked down at the slim form stretched open for him, legs spread 
wide, and he took. In the same guileless, straightforward way that he did most everything, sinking all the way 
into the singer's body. 


"Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck oh Jesus fucking Christ, Mikel" Billie blinked rapidly, too much moisture shining there, 
and Mike's stomach twisted. But he couldn't bring himself to apologise, not when this mere beginning had him 
drowning in ecstasy, nor when a deeper part of him that he wasn't ready to acknowledge sang in dark joy at 
the note of pain. 


"You okay?" 


Billie nodded emphatically. "Yeah. Yeah. Holy shit, | thought that whole fingers first deal was just for girls. Just, 


give me a sec to breathe, ‘kay?" 


He waited. He wasn't sure how he managed to stay still with every nerve ending screeching at him to ignore 
anything other than his own needs, but stay still he did, dropping swift, light kisses across Billie's face until its 
expression smoothed into a lingering frown mingled with growing curiosity. And when the man beneath him 


finally nodded, Mike moved-slowly. 


The first shallow thrust threatened to dissolve him and he gritted his teeth in determination. He wanted to see 
that look on Billie's face again, to watch him writhe helplessly in the grip of pleasure. 


He wasn't going to make it. Even as he stroked harder and Billie Joe's hissed cries took on a yearning quality, 
Mike found himself hurtling brakeless off the precipice, freefalling with the hot clasp of the other man's body 


as his only anchor. 


"Sorry," he mumbled once he was able, orgasm still rumbling pleasantly through his system. 


"Sokay," Billie soothed, petting his hair. "We'll get better" 


That concept didn't bear thinking about right now; it was too big, too scary. Mike shoved it aside in favour of 
finding a way to finish the job his dick had been too overwhelmed to do. Carefully he pulled out, shifting as 
little as possible, and reached down between the widespread legs. Suppressing a grimace at how weird it felt, 
especially since more than half the fluid leaking onto his hand had come from his own body, he inserted two 
fingers into Billie Joe's ass and angled them upward, applying pressure. Searching. 


"What the-fuuuuuuuuuuuuck," he choked out, a visible tremor running through him. Mike couldn't contain a 
grin as Billie's spine curved, eyes opening wide in shock and rapture, more blissed-out than any drug had ever 


made him look. "Mike" 


He thrust a little harder, now that he had his target, and watched his best friend go to pieces at his touch. 
Billie Joe pulled up grass by the hands full in a vain attempt to hold on to something solid as his body twisted 
and curled. Mike slid a third finger inside, listening smugly to the resulting gasp. He shivered at the loss of 
warmth as Billie lowered his legs to plant his feet on the ground, trying to increase the contact. 


It didn't make for a good angle, and at the frustrated whine Mike used his free hand to coax Billie's leg back up, 
all the way now, hooking his knee over Mike's shoulder. The other leg swiftly followed that lead until Billie lay 
spread across him like a living blanket, thighs still parted enough to allow free access to the source of this 


heat between them. 


Jesus Christ, the sounds The new position obviously worked for the singer because he was getting fucking loud, 
brilliant moans slicing through the air with each push of his fingers. Mike could feel Billie's calves flexing 
against his shoulder blades as he worked to thrust his hips up, fucking himself on Mike's hand. 


The ache of his own renewed erection at the absolute neediness in Billie's pleading was what clued Mike in that 
yeah, maybe the poor guy's cock needed some attention in order to finish this. Not that he wasn't enjoying the 
show, but they couldn't stay here like this all right, and fuck but the begging was hot. 


The only problem was that he didn't have a free hand, what with the fingerfucking and the attempt to keep 
Billie Joe from flying skyward from the strength of his movements. And besides not knowing either how to 
suck cock or if he was even ready to do that, he also wasn't blessed with Tré's ability to do twelve things at 
once. If Mike bent over enough to reach Billie's erection with his mouth, he'd lose his rhythm, he knew it. That 


left one solution. "Bill, dude, Touch yourself” 

He saw the colour rise in that pale face, and he didn't know if it was because Billie was embarrassed not to 
have thought of that himself, or if he was embarrassed to expose yet another level of himself to his best 
friend. His mouth firmed. You offered yourself to me. Im taking everything 


Mike's voice slid into a growl, throbbing with a power he'd only ever used on stage before. “Billie Joe. Do it. 


Now." 


Dirtied white fabric shivered as Billie sucked in a breath at the command, and then his hands began to move, 
one to wrap calloused fingers around his own cock, and the other to prop his head up enough to meet Mike's 


eyes. 


Verdant fire threatened to consume him. Never in his life had Mike imagined that his friend could want him 
that much; that he could reciprocate that feeling. That ass muscles clenching around his fingers would feel so 


fucking good or that he would ever want to deliberately watch Billie Joe Armstrong jerk off. 


His gaze dropped as the guitarist started to stroke, and he studied the motion like he did when Billie played him 
a new song, paying careful attention to the finger positioning and the rhythm and the pressure. Unconsciously 
he adjusted his own rhythm to harmonise, his buried fingers thrumming against swollen tissue, and the low 


shriek torn from the other man's throat snapped what little control he had left. 


Mike yanked his hand away to a startled yelp, and stared straight into Billie's vivid eyes as he lifted on his 
knees a little, ignoring how the dampening grass dug into his skin, and impaled the singer on his rigid cock, 
earning the intoxicating music of another shriek, not as quiet as the last. He didn't hear any pain this time so 
he didn't hold anything back, holding those bony hips firmly in place now as his own began to piston hard and 
fast, adjusting the position until the frantic tenor of Billie's moans told him that he was hitting the prostate 


dead on. 


"Come for me, Bill. | want to see you," he growled, grinning at the vague surprise that crept into the singer's 
expression. But Billie's hand tightened and he stroked himself harder even as Mike fucked him, until he couldn't 
take the sensory overload anymore and his body spilled violently, shuddering through his scream. 


The warm splatter of liquid against his abdomen coupled with the passion given voice by his lover spurred 
Mike to his orgasm and he swore hoarsely, straining for the last bit of sensation before he fell forward onto 
his hands, barely keeping himself elevated over Billie, stilled at last. 

"Don't fall on me, dude. | might liquefy on you right now." His best friend sounded a little shaky but also like his 
usual cheerful asshole self, and with an inward sigh of relief Mike gently pulled out and flopped to the ground, 
curling into Billie's warmth. 

They didn't speak for a while, though Mike knew they had to leave soon, especially with the amount of noise 
they'd been making in a public park. He smiled as Billie wiped his hand and then both their stomachs with the 
once-clean dress. Sweat-, grass- and now come-stained, it was definitely a write-off. 

"Billie-" 

"Mike-" 


Billie Joe laughed. "You first. Its your birthday." 


Like he could forget. Like he would ever forget, now. 


Mike shifted to face Billie, needing to see him as he spoke; not trusting his usual ability to tell exactly how he 
felt simply by listening to his voice and feeling the air movements around them. He lifted a hand, delicately 
pushing back the mad tangle of dark hair to fully expose the other's face. "Everything's going to change now, 
isn't it?" 


"Do you want it to?" Clear green eyes met his. His best friend, his first real friend, and now his first lover, 
Billie still wasn't holding anything back. The openness he had offered Mike tonight was something he always did 
to some degree, but it was rarely so total, and Mike had thought that perhaps the physical intimacy would 
have shut him down. It hadn't. 


"l." don’t know, he concluded silently. "Not exactly. | dont know how to explain" 
"What dont you want to change? Is that easier?" 


Exasperation crossed his face before he could censor it. "This isn't just about what | want, Bill. Its not all 
about me." 


Surprisingly, Billie laughed, rubbing a warm hand down Mike's side. "I know that. If | hadn't known it before this 
happened, | sure as fuck would now. | hardly got to touch you." 


"What?" he blurted. He thought back over the last little while and realised he was right. Mike had taken over- 
well, his instincts had, anyway, and he'd wanted to see Billie come undone so badly that he'd focused all his 
attention on pleasuring him. Had that been a problem? Fuck. He'd been all happy glow of accomplishment and 


now he felt like a screw-up. "I'm sorry." 


"Stop apologising.” That marvelous hand drew him closer and Billie kissed him, soft and sweet, leaning their 
foreheads together afterwards. God, he could get lost in that stare, though it made him feel far more naked 
than his current state of undress. "You have it so backwards, Mikey. | didn't know | could even come that 


hard." 


"Huh." He leaned forward into another kiss, unable to help himself. Mind hazing at a taste that was becoming 


familiar, he asked, "You wanted to touch me?" 


"Yes." More kisses, travelling now, and it wasn't until teeth closed on Mike's bottom lip in growing arousal that 
they jerked back. Billie smiled regretfully. "We can't start anything now. We gotta get back to the club soon, 


before Tré comes looking for us." 


"Right." Mike nodded, too vigorously. He felt off-kilter, not knowing exactly where things stood between them. 
He had always known that, from day one of their friendship. But he hadn't anticipated that eight years later 
he'd be fucking his best friend into the ground, either. The pressure behind his eyeballs threatened to balloon 


into a raging headache at that thought. 
"Mike?" 
When he didn't answer right away, Billie Joe's eyes clouded. "Are you sorry?" 


"What? Fuck no!" No, he definitely wasn't sorry. "It's just, it was so fast and | don't think my brain's caught up 
yet with what I'm thinking or feeling.” 


"As long as you're not sorry,” he whispered. 


"God, no, Bill" He gathered the smaller man against his chest, soothing him. "Never that. I'm confused about 
what we do now. | don't..| don't really want anything to change, except, well, | want to do this again And | do 


want your hands on me sometime. 


Slender limbs wrapped around him and they sank into each other's mouths, tongues twining in an endless dance. 
He shifted onto his back, enjoying the comforting weight of his lover even as the dew collecting on the grass 
made him shiver. Mike ghosted his hands along Billie's skin, finding him slightly chilled from prolonged contact 
with the ground. As his hands roamed farther down, cupping rounded buttocks, Billie made a faint sound of 
distress and Mike pulled back. 


"Sore?" 


"It was all right once we first got past the pain part, but yeah, now l'm feeling it" His mouth lifted in a wry 
half-smile. "I'll be letting Tré win the fight for shotgun later, that's for sure, so | can lay down in the back." 


Mike kissed his own fingers, the gesture a reflex by now, and then froze. This wasn't like how this silly habit 
had started years ago, when Billie had teased him so much about mommying him over a scraped knee that 
Mike had perversely begun doing it on purpose. He'd only recently expanded it to Tré, feeling protective of his 
smaller bandmates who both had bigger mouths and less temper control than Mike did, and consequently got 
into more trouble. They both came to him now in a strange little bonding ritual where he would clean and 


bandage whatever needed it, and always kiss it better. 


Not for the first time, he wondered vaguely why they had never included John, but dismissed it as usual. 
There were far more important things to worry about. Like, was he really going to kiss Billie's ass better? 


Especially when Mike was the reason he was sore in the first place? 


Apparently he was. A little tentative, Mike slipped his kiss-anointed hand down between the other man's legs, 
watching Billie closely as he delicately fingered the stretched, puckered skin, grinning at the amused surprise 


shining in green eyes. 


Nothing seemed to be broken, and the mixture of fluids had dried, so even if he had been torn it was okay 
now; nothing to do but let it heal. Supremely reassured, Mike squeezed one firm cheek before linking his hands 


loosely around Billie's waist and pressing a kiss to his smiling mouth. 

"You satisfied l'm good now?" 

"I'm more than satisfied, and you were amazing," Mike admitted, answering a different question. He thought 
back to something that had been said in the middle of it all, and added softly, "| would have been more careful 
if I'd known it was your first time, too." 

"Oh, I-yeah." He shrugged, smile intact. "Wouldn'tve been much of a gift, otherwise." 

"Yeah, it would have, but thanks, dude. Seriously. Thank you." 

A faint blush rose in Billie's face. "I'd say anytime, but you can only pop my cherry once." 


"No repeat performances then?" Mike teased flippantly, but he held his breath in anticipation of the answer. 


"Hell yes to repeat performances! | can't wait to feel like that again. After some recovery time," he added 


hastily and they both laughed. 
"Me, too. Bill." He halted, unsure of how to phrase what he wanted to ask. 


"Mikey." Billie kissed him and Mike could feel tangled curls brushing along his cheeks as the other man's mouth 
moved sweetly against his. He could get used to these addictive kisses and the feel of his friend cradled in his 


arms, small frame stretched out over Mike's. 


He'd almost forgotten he was going to ask a question by the time Billie Joe drew back, lips shining and swollen 
Mike fumbled to some semblance of coherency as Billie started to talk. 


"| feel the same way you do, Mike. This was awesome, and | do want more of it. But | don't want anything else 
to change either. | mean, we're eighteen, dude. That's way too fucking early to settle with one person And l'm, 
you know, l'm not ready to give up girls. What the fuck would | write about then?" 


It was the comment about girls that did him in. Billie's history with women was checkered, at best, and given 
the number of girlfriends Mike had managed (like two) he could definitely empathize, but that plaintive whine, 
oh fuck. He cracked up. 


"Oh, shut up." Billie Joe shoved at his shoulders, grinning. 


"That's totally cool, Bill," he got out once he could breathe again. "You realise l'm not actually eighteen yet, 
right? Like, that was the whole point here, and you just committed a crime, dude." 


Billie snorted. "Yeah, | think we committed more than one crime. | can't even remember what fucking state 


we're in, but it ain't California so I'm pretty sure there are more laws against you fucking me than there are 


against me fucking a minor." 


"Touché." He laughed, trying not to go into hysterics this time. "Maybe we'd better leave the crime scene 


before anyone catches us here like this." 


They gathered their clothes and began dressing. Mike was doing up his pants when Billie grimaced at the filthy, 
glaringly obvious length of green-stained fabric that had once been a dress and stripped it off, leaving him 
standing there in just shorts and sneakers. "This has got to go. Evidence and all" He tossed it in the nearest 
trash can, and Mike thought idly that had it been a real crime scene, there would be more than enough shit 
on that dress to convict them both. The thought made him smile. 


"So, Tré" Mike stuck it out there as they fell into step, heading back to the club. 


"Can't tell him, obviously. Or anyone else." Mike nodded in agreement at Billie's sidelong glance, sharing the 
resultant smile of relief. 


"tll make it difficult at home. | mean, we're on the road for a few more weeks-! think the last thing we've got 


booked is somewhere in Minnesota-but after that, | don't know." 


"Then we're on-tour, non-exclusive fuck buddies, Mikey. If we're not at home, and there's no one else, then we 


scratch each other's itches. How's that? Specific enough for you?" 


Mike smiled, reaching out to squeeze his best friend's shoulder. It shouldn't surprise him that the other man 
knew he needed that definition, needed to not flounder around wondering what it all meant, and he felt grateful 
both that Billie knew and that he had given him that. 


"Sounds perfect, Bill." 


They walked the rest of the way in silence, enjoying the respite before being swallowed up in the noisy club. 


The heat inside was welcome, though, after the coolness of moisture-laden grass and night air on bare skin 


"Dudes!" Tré bounded up to them with a huge grin, clearly having lost his shirt somewhere. He flicked a 


piercing glance at Billie. "You cool now?" 


The drummer's perception didn't go unnoticed; Mike hadn't realised he too was aware of the signs of Billie's 
panic attacks. His grin matched Tré's as Billie nodded and was promptly dragged off to the dance floor, to 


gyrate slim hips and an ass sore for reasons only Mike knew. 


He murmured thanks to whomever handed him a joint, watching his diminutive bandmates go nuts while he 


inhaled deeply, and leaned back against the wall in perfect contentment. Life just didn't get any better than this. 


